Siam
sure and solid fashion, with a step that never
stumbles* and a smoothness that no obstacle
will have the force to disturb. And yet in time
the heart begins to sicken n little at the
monotony of this bush which closes behind
you in silence, ceaselessly, mercilessly, as the
minutes pass,
We make our mid-day halt at an old monastery
at the foot of a little mountain, which serves
as a pedestal to the mausoleum of the Cambodian
kings*   Here there is some running water and
trees that are really tall, and we seem to have hit
upon a little corner of paradise in the midst of this
desert of noxious verdure.  A vast hall of reddish-
coloured wood, with a fantastic roof, having by
way of walls little more than reed blinds, and
by way of decoration huge Buddhist pictures
on rice paper, which are suspended from the
pillars*    We instal ourselves there on mats,
welcomed, with fitting dignity, by two or three
venerable monks, and a very aged woman, with
white close-cropped hair, whose face of parch-
ment bears the impress of a hundred years. Our
elephants have been let loose in the bush, where
. they will eat for their dinner a few young trees,
Treading on tip-toe, the venerable old lady
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